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contrasted oddly with his robes, another had
wrapped his coronet in a piece of newspaper. Some-
one was saying that old Lord------had placed his

sandwiches loose in his coronet and had upset them
all, over his head, at the moment of the crowning,

One by one the coaches, carriages, and cars
rolled up and rolled away. Sebastian found himself
once more shut into his musty box, alone. He was
exhausted, not so much by the long hours of
waiting and of standing, as by the spiritual cata-
strophe which had befallen him and from which he
felt that he would never recover. Vainly he told
himself that he had been defeated by mere sym-
bolism: it was by the reality behind that symbolism
that he had been defeated. He must remember
that. It was important. The reality behind the
symbolism,

He pressed his hands to his head, where his
coronet had weighed upon it.

Then a block in the traffic caused the coach to
stop, and glancing idly out of the window into the
faces of the crowd that lined the streets Sebastian
looked straight into the eyes of Leonard AnquetiL
He recognised him instantly, though he had not
seen him for six years. There was no mistaking
that strange countenance, pitted with the blue
gunpowder, scarred by the sword-cut; a counte-
narice sallow and sarcastic between the two black
puffs of hair. Anquetil wore no hat, and his clothes
might have been the clothes of an artisan. His
hands were plunged into his pockets. He had the
air of a street urchin who has wriggled his way to the